PEGASUS

upper region would gleam after him. In another
instant, it is true, both Pegasus and the pleasant
light would be gone away together. But any one that
was fortunate enough to see this wondrous spectacle
felt cheerful the whole day afterwards, and as much
longer as the storm lasted.

In the summer time, and in the beautifullest of
weather, Pegasus often alighted on the solid earth,
and, closing his silvery wings, would gallop over hill
and dale for pastime, as fleetly as the wind. Oftener
than in any other place, he had been seen near the
Fountain of Pirene, drinking the delicious \vater, or
rolling himself upon the soft grass of the margin.
Sometimes, too (but Pegasus was very dainty in his
food), he would crop a few of the clover-blossoms
that happened to be sweetest.

To the Fountain of Pirene, therefore, people's
great-grandfathers had been in the habit of going (as
long as they were youthful, and retained their faith in
winged horses), in hopes of getting a glimpse at the
beautiful Pegasus. But, of late years, he had been very
seldom seen. Indeed, there were many of the country
folks, dwelling within half an hour's walk of the
fountain, who had never beheld Pegasus, and did not.
believe that there was any such creature in existence.
The country-fellow to whom Bellerophon was
speaking chanced to be one of those incredulous
persons.

And that was the reason why he laughed.
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